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June. 1966. Almost 35 years ago now. That's the first clear recollection I have of Fred Hopkins. He was in his 
7th year of being a faculty member at Iowa State's Department of Forestry, and I was in my first year of being 
a student in the same department. The occasion was the forestry summer camp that was being held near 
Greenough, Montana that year. During those eight weeks, I started to get to know Fred, and my first impres-
sions of him were exactly the same as my last impressions of him; a gentle, caring individual who was genu-
inely interested in seeing forestry students succeed in life. At the time of that camp, I knew he would be my 
instructor, not only at camp, but also in other economics classes back on campus. I don't suppose it dawned on 
me, however, that he would become a personal friend and colleague during the ensuing 35 years. 
He was one of three faculty members whose presence helped make forestry at ISU what it was and is today. 
Fred Hopkins, George Thompson, and Dwight Bensend all had the same concern for students, and the same 
drive to make the Forestry Department a better place. For those of us who obtained our forestry education 
during the time that they were at ISU, they didn't just teach forestry. They were forestry. 
I didn't follow in Fred's economic footsteps. Instead, I followed a career path that led me into other quantita-
tive pursuits in forestry. However, Fred's concerns for accuracy, for taking a broad view of things, and for 
doing the best job possible certainly have influenced me throughout the years I've know him. Since I didn't 
become an economist, I guess I can freely admit that I don't remember as much as I should from his senior 
level forest economics course that I took during my last quarter at ISU. Truth be known, I'm not sure seniors 
remember much of anything from their final semester, regardless of whose class they 're in. I do remember 
very clearly, however, one statement Fred made. I suspect he was talking about the effects of inflation, but I 
missed that part. What caught my ear was his statement that, before our careers were ended, 7 5 % of us in the 
room would earn an annual salary of $28,000 or more. The reason that brought me back from whatever 
daydream I was involved in was that I was convinced the pinnacle of success would be to earn $1,000 per 
month. It was one of those statements that you find difficult to believe, but you really hope it's true. Fred, of 
course, was wrong. I haven't verified this, but I suspect that fully 100% of us in the room passed the $28,000 
annual salary mark early in our careers. Fred also failed to mention $1.80 gasoline and $15 haircuts in his 
prognostications. I suppose he felt that would be too much for undergraduate minds to absorb. 
When I returned from the service and started graduate school I began to realize the magnitude of Fred's 
contribution to the department. Shortly after I started my graduate program, I was hired as an instructor. In 
addition to teaching, I began to advise undergraduates. Fred was responsible for coordinating advising efforts 
in the department, and it was then that I began to understand how deeply he cared for students and their 
ultimate success. More than once, I went to his office to discuss a student whose less-than-stellar performance 
had caused me to conclude that they should be dropped from the university. To his credit, not once did Fred 
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buy into my arguments. Instead, he always pointed 
out the student's strong points that I might have over-
looked, or advised me of extenuating circumstances 
that should be reason for offering support and another 
chance. I am now responsible for coordinating advis-
ing efforts within the department, and I can only pray 
that Fred's lessons will remain with me until I pass the 
job to someone else. 
Fred's investment in my education wasn't limited 
solely to academic matters. During my early graduate 
years, several faculty members in the department 
smoked pipes, Fred included. I decided if it was good 
enough for them, it was good enough for me. My rea-
soning was that it was "cool" in the vernacular of the 
day. I was also convinced that it made me look more 
scholarly. Fred, however, pointed out to me that while 
pipe smoking was cool and did make one look schol-
arly, there was another, overarching reason why for-
esters smoke pipes. The main reason for smoking a 
pipe, he informed me, is that if someone asks you a 
question for which you have no answer, the act of prop-
erly scraping - filling - tamping, - and lighting 
your pipe will provide at least 2 minutes of uninter-
rupted time in which to dream one up. After that, hardly 
a day went by that I didn't use that technique. How-
ever, try as I might, I don't think I ever was able to ask 
Fred a question that caused him to stop and fill his 
pipe. 
Fred served with five different Department Heads. 
When I became one of those five I really began to ap-
preciate the breadth and depth of Fred's contribution 
to forestry. He was the kind of individual every de-
partment head delights ·in having. Always supportive, 
but never afraid to point out errors in your thinking. 
Always willing to take on difficult tasks and deliver 
results. Always cheerful, even when budgets might 
not have warranted it, and above all, always an advo-
cate for students. 
Fred's approach to life in the Forestry Department 
wasn't grandiose. Rather, it was quiet, calm, and stal-
wart. I came to realize that Fred accomplished a tre-
mendous amount, not by being the engineer of the train, 
but by being the rails on which it rode. Not by being 
the bridge across the chasm, but by being the supports 
on which it sto.od. Not by being the soaring bird, but 
by being the wind beneath its wings. 
A few days after he retired, I was walking across cam-
pus on a foggy mid-March day, and I happened to run 
into Fred. Before I could say anything, he smiled and 
greeted me in a more exuberant manner than was typi-
cal for him. That greeting inspired me to write a poem 
for his departmental retirement dinner. It was called 
"Hello There Working Stiff". I dug it out the other 
day, and some of the verses are as appropriate now as 




I chanced to lift my head a bit 
and spied through hazy wisps, 
a figure that I thought I kne-w 
emerging from the mists. 
Hopkins I was sure it was, 
and glad to see him there. 
A trusted friend, /' d come to know 
my burdens he would share. 
In 30 years at /SU 
he gave a lot to us. 
He always took the toughest jobs 
with very little fuss. 
I wouldn't trade the years we've had, 
though time has passed with wings. 
As mentor, friend and confidant, 
he taught me man things. 
To those lines I penned so 
it seems fitting to add 
Rest easy in His lo 
....... 
my kind and ge 
In Him your life ha 
In Him there i 
• 
[even years ago, 
last verse. 
